THE FARMER: JUNE 15, 1909

‘Miade by BARSTOW STOVE ‘CO.,
PROVIDENCE, R. I.

Theﬁl(md You Have
Always Bought

Use

Thirty Years

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO AN UP-TO-DATE,
, "MODERN-BUSINESS, IS A SELECT
\AAND WELL PRINTED ASSORT-
, \ MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
{ “A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-
\ PANY HE KEEPS.” THE SAME
\ RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-'
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

Book and Job
Printers . ...

I. M. HOPKINS & SON,
972 Main St., Bridgeport

NGYES R. BAILEY, Milford

For Over

HON8

Nature as a Designer.

Not the least mysterious of all the
wonders of the earth is the extraor-
dinary cleverness of Dame Nature as
a carver and designer. Her tools are
air, rain, rivers, springs and frost.
Any one who has ever seen the mar-
velous Queen Bess rock on the north
Cornish coast, that wonderful present-
ment of Queen Ellzaheth, who Is seat-
ed s0 grandly upoen the sands, must
have asked himself the question as to
how much a thing could bave been ac-
complished. Continuous trickling of
water wears away the face of the rock.
Haphazard it was until at last a weird
pattern is formed that sometimes re-
sembles a man's face, sometimes an
animal. All over-the world Naturé
has placed her picture gallery and her
collection of statuary, the biggest free
show in the world.

Another work of Nature's that very
often results in extraordinary changes
being effected Is a landslip. And land-
eglips have arisen from the tiniest pos-
elble causes. " A little underground
flow of water had gradually under-
mined a hill or ¢Iiff until at last the
earth became like a hollow nut. Then
the soil became top heavy. The sea
beat against its foundstions, and mil-
lions of tons of earth were flung into
the sea, which proves the axiom that
the tiniest beginnings often produce
the mightiest ends.—London Standard.

English Luggage Lifters.

English railway companies szuffer
severely through the purloining of pas-
sengers’ baggage and other articles by
platform thieves, and in some cases it
is a difficult matter to find out the mis-
creant. One of these luggage lifters
was on an occasion some time ago
seen keeping vigll over a barrow of
laggage, and in his hand he carried
apparently a good sized portmanteau.
He walked up and down the platform
several tlmes and at last stopped op-
posite the luggage. Placing his bag
on the barrow for a moment, he then
picked it up and walked off. But the
Irnx eyve of one of the railway officials
had also been watching the barrow,
and, going up to the man, had him ar-
rested apd searched. It was found
that his apparent portmanteau was
only a skeleton and inside had a set
of springs, etc.. which, when placed
over a smaller bag. held the latter in
position. But for the smartness of the
official another traveler's bag would
bave been missing.—London Answers.

The Hollow Bones of Birds.

The hollow bones of birds sre fre-
quently clted as beautiful instances of
providential mechanlics in building the
strongest and Ilargest  possible limb
with the least expenditure of material,
and this is largely true, and yet birds,
like ducks, which cleave the air with
the speed of an express train, have the
long bones filled with marrow or satu-
rated with fat, while the lumbering
hornbill, that fairly hurtles over the
treetops, has one of the most com-
pletely poneumatic skeletons imaginable,
permeated with air to the very toe tips,
and the ungainly pelican is nearly as
well off. 8till, it is but fair to say that
the frigate bird and turkey buzzards,
creatures which are most at ease when
on the wing, have extremely light and
hollow bones; but, comparing one bird
with another, the paramount impor-
tance of a pneumatic skeleton to a bird
is not as evident as that of a pneumatic
tire to a bicycle.—Exchange.

An Earl's Duel With a Butler,

About the middle of the last century
the Lord Rosebery of that time was In
Paris, and in paying a call one day he
was received so rudely by the butler
that he complained to his friend of the
servant’s conduct. But the butler had
been a noncommissioned officer in the
French army, and as such he chal-
lenged Lord Rosebery to a duel. The
earl accepted, and two shots were ex-
changed without result. But Lord
Rosebery was angered at his own con-
descension and afrald his antagonist
might lay "aside his military rank and
resume his doties as a servant, thus
exposing an earl to the reproach of
having fought with a butler. So he
settled an annuity of £250 on the man
on condition he did not return to do-
mestic servire, The condition was
faithfully observed on both sides.

Lerd Russell’'s Retort.
L.ord Hussell once presided at a din-
ner given for Sir Henry Irving on his
return from America., While the din-
per was in progress Lord Russe]l sug-
gested to Comyns Carr that he propose
Sir Henry's health. *1 can't make
speeches, you know."” he said.
Bir Henry gently replied. “I heard
you make n fine speech before the Par-
nell commlission.”
To which the pungent Irishman an-
swered, “Oh, yes, but then I had some-
thing to tali about!™
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“Conover!"” his rrmnd was shout
for the tenth time, “if you kill him.

be brought

e will
Miss Shevlin's nam ses that?

into the affair! <Can't you
Ir—
Conover's iron-tense muscles relaxed.
The orgasm of Berserk rage had pass-
ed, leaving him spent and apathetic.
Caine knew that sanity had returned
and he released his

to the F‘}Ighte‘r' =
gTu- on the mighlty arm

“Well!™ he observed, facing the
dazed, panting man, and Mttlng to

rights his own tumbled clothing, “you
are a nice specimen of humanity 10
have at large in a civilized country!
You mizht have killed him. You would
have killed him. I believe, if T hadn't
come when 1 did. I got to thinking
over wiat you sajid at the State Houssa
and T was afraid something like this
*vould hdmmn So I came on, Just in
time. I think.

Cain=
the hdn.ewd bleeding Thing on the
floor. Now he croased to the wash-
stand and came back with a soaked
towel. Talking as he worked over the
u:-trnamcloua fisure, he added:

“¥ou were right to thrash him. He
richly deserved it. But, why the deuce
did you keep tm pummeling him while
he was down? Does that strike you as
sportsnianlike 7"

“Sportsmarlike?' panted Conover
hiz big voice still sheking with ground-
swells of the storm that had mastered
him. “Sportamanlike, hey? D'ye
s'pose 1 came here for a measly ath-
letic contest? I eame here to lick thaf
curlv perfumed whelp. An’ I did !t'

“You hit him when he was down,'
answered Caine, crossing again from
the washstand and dashing cold wate'{
in Blacarda's shapeless face. “And—

“Of eoursa I hit him when he was
down!" snorted Caleb. “YWhat d'ye
spoue [ was goin’ to do? Help him up
an’ brush off his cl'oes? Gee, it makes
me sick to hear that old fossil rot
about ‘not hittin® a man when he's
down." What in thunder's the use of
gettin® him down If you ain't goin’ to
hit him? 1 dldn’t come here for a
friendly boxin' bout. I came to pay
Blacarda off. An’ he wasn't to be paid
off by cne little tap that'd knock him
ovar. That was just the start. T guess
he'll know enough by now to let Dey
Shevlin's name alone.” _

Caine made no answer. He was
deftly applyving. the s'mple prize-ring
expedients for restoring beaten pugi-
lists to their senses. Conover looked
down at him In profound contempt.

“Yes" went on the Fighter. I s'pose
in vour gold-shirt world, folks would
say T was all kinds of a cad to keep on
punishin® that swine after I'd bowled
him off his legs. But them same folks
will jJump with both feet on a business
man when there's a rumor that he’s
broke. They'll join in a run on a bank
that's in trouble. Their saintly wom-
en’]l take pious joy in chasin’ to hell
some poor gzirl who's mafe a fool of
herself. But they'd roll up their eyes
at th2 sight of me lickin' Blacarda
after he's keeled over. What'n blazes
i= the use of gettin’ a man down {if
vou ain't goin’ to hit him? It's the
A. B. C. of business. Why, Calne. you
make me tired!"

His vyes fell on his own torn, bleed-
ing knuckles. He gazed at them In
slow surprise: then sauntered over to
bathe them. The glass above the wash-
stand revealed to him a face pasty
whiiite., smeared with coal-dust smears
and blood, and swollen from a blow on
the moath.

“I'm an engagin’ lookin® spectacle,
al] right,” he soliloquized as he bent to
wash. "“Lucky I left my suit-case at
the hotel this morning. I'll need a lot
of dressin’ an' massagin® before I can
go to see Dey.” —

Blacarda groaned feebly, and moved

his head.
“He's coming around,” reported
Caine. *“Nowv 'm goir' to telephone

down for the hotel doctor. While he's
on his way here you can think of some
story to tell him thnl will account for
Blacarda's condition.’

“I'll tell him the truth.,” sald Caleb
simply. *“All except the part abouot
Dey. An'" I guess Blacarda ain't likely
to tell that., either. But what's the
use of a doetor? The cur's gettin’ his
senses back.”

“I think you fractured at least one
of his ribs. when your knee was jam-
med on his chest,” answered Caine.
“It feels so to me. Besides. unless his
face is too distorted and hideous for life
it must have medica! care al once.”

Blacarda lifted his unrecognizale
visage and opened the one eyve which
was nct whally hidden from view by
hie swollen flesh. Caine raised the In-
jured man to 4 sitting posture and held
a whiskey flask to the torn, discolored
lips. Through the hedge of smashed
teeth and down the swelled throat the
stinginz liguor glided. Blacarda gulp-
ed it down. sat motionless for a mo-

ment. then groaned again and looked
about him.

“Well,” zrnwled Caleh “do you want
any more?

long aecond Blacarda squinted
Then. with

One
vacanily at his congueror.
a shuidering scream of terror. he
buried his mangled face in Caine’s
shoulder and lay there, quivering and
sobbling.

“Whar a beast you are,
exclaimed Caine, In revolt.

“That's right."” assented Caleh, cheer-
fully. “But I've just broke & worse
one. Broke him body an’ spirit. Not
such a bad day's work!"

Conover!”

CHAPTER VIIL

Caleh Conover Storms a Rampart.

Caleb Conover was finishing a soli-
tary breakfast in his room: the morn-
ing aft:~ his return from the Capital
H: had eaten heartily. even as he had
slent well: and was neither outwardly
nor inwardly the worse for his “wake-
ful day™ at State House and engine-
throttle. A sligihtly puffed under-lip
and a double set of discolored knockles
weare his only mementoes of the at-
tack upon Blacarda.

In honor of his victorles, the Fighter
had ailowed himself an extra halfl
hour's sleep and a steak for breakfast.
It was nin= o'clock so he pushed- -back
his chalr from the deal table that had
held his morning meal. He lighted a
heavy cigar, rose, stretched himself in
tha lazy luxury of perfect strength
and propared to go to the day's work.
Conover. in the early years, when he

was fizhting tooth and nail to lift the
moribund <. G, & X. rallroad to a
paying basis, had had a room and

bath fitted up for his personal use, dl-
restly to the rear of his private office
in the station. Here he had lived, his
entire life centering about his toll.
Her= he still dwelt, now that success
was his. The man whose wealth had
already passed the million mark and
was rocketing toward far higher fig-
ures, was simpler in his personal
tastes and surroundings than was the
poorest brakeman on his road. An
iron cot bed. a painted pine bureau
with flawed mirror, an air-tight stove,
a shelf with fourteen books. the deal
table and two chairs formed the sum
of his living-room furniture. One of
the station serubwomen Kept the place
in order. The few personal guests he
had were received in the private office
outside.

One such wvisitor. Conover had been
informed ten minutes earlier. was even
now awaiting him there. At least
Caleb, reading the ecard. “Mr. John

| have—co!

Hawarden. Jr..” judged the caller to
me=pn &
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as he spoke, had Knelt besnde-.

“Dr, Dale,” “On Glory's
" ete.
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some sort rather than on railroad busi-
ness,

With mild curiosity as to what could
have brought son
chaperone to see him. Conover lounged
in leisurely fashion to the office.

On his appearance, a tall, clean-cut
youth rose and zreeted him with nerv-
ous cordiality.

"Sit down.” grunted Conover, scowl-
in under the vigorous grip of the
lad’s hand. “What can I do for you?

The caller twisted his neck some-
what uneasily in its amazing height
of collar, fought back a gulp and fell
to drawing his tan gloves through his
fingers. Caleb noted that the hands
were slender. the fingers long and
tapering. He also noted that the boy,
despite his almost effeminate delicacy
of contour and feature, was squars of
jaw and steady of eve. The Fighter
was. from these signs of the Brother-
hood of Strength, amused rather than
irritated at the other's nervousness.
He even felt a wvague desire to set
Hawarden at his eas..

“First time you an me have come
tog=ther, aln't t?”" he asked, less
gruffly.

“Yes, sir,”™
pleasantly. “I know you by sight,—
and of course reputation,—but it's
hardly likely you'd have noticed me.
My parents have had the pleasure of
meeting you."”

answered Hawarden

“Pleasure, hey?" queried Caleb.
“That's what they called it?”
Hawarden flushed painfully, as at

some not wholly glad memory.

“Never mind thinking up a come-
back,” grinned Caleb. *“Us two don't
speak quite the same language. My
mistake. “Now,” dropping into the of-
fice manner habitual to him, “What do
you want? I take It yvou're not mak-
in' a round of social calls an' choosin’
this for the first stoppin’ place. What
can I do for you. Come to the point
quick, please. I'm li'ble to be pretty
busy to-dav.”

Hawarden smiled back in an engag-
ing fashion that held no hint of fear.
For this, Caleb again felt somewhat
drawn to him.

“I'm on an a horrible cheeky errant,”
began the youth, “And, to tell you the
truth, T'm scared stiff. T came to speak
to you on a rather delicate subject.”

“I mnever saw the ‘delicate subject’
that wasn't the better for being drag-
ged out Into the fresh air. Get to the
point, son. I'm W - A

“I am, here, sir.” said the boy with a
labored formality that spoke of much
rehearsal, “to speak to you of Miss
Desires Shevlin. You are her guardian,
I understand.”

.. Caleb’s glare of utter and displeased
astonishment checked the speaker for
the briefest instant. But., swallowing
hurriedly, he continued his set speech:

“I have the honor—the undeserved
honor, sir—to request your leave to
ask Miss Shevlin to be my wife.”

It was out! Hawarden relaxed the
Eknuckle-whitening grip of his fists.
His forehead grew moist. So did his
palms. Nor did Caleb’s attitude lessen
the awkwardness of the moment. With
open mouth the Fighter sat staring
at his guest. At last he formed words
—just a few of them.

“Well I'll be damned!” he sputtered.

“It seems to me.,” said Hawarden,
taking new hold of his sliding cour-
age., "It seems to me a more honor-
able thing to ask your consent—as
Miss Shevlin’s guardian—before daring
to offer myself te her.”

“Son!" observed Caleb, profoundly,
‘“If you had a little more sense you'd
be half-witted!”

The boy got to hik feet.

“It I= wyour right, I suppos=,"" he an-
swered stiffly, “to insult mes. You are
an older man than I, and I come to
yvou as s applizant for——-""

“You read all that in a book,” snort-
ed Caleb., *Cut # out and get down
to sense. No one's insultin® you and
no one's stompin’' on your duddin’
dignity. You can't wonder I was took
aback when you sprung that mine
on me. I air’t up in the by-laws an’
constitootion of p'lite s'ciety. If it's
the usual thing to come pver with a
jine of talk lke you just got out
of your system— why I'm sorry if I
acted rough. There! Now, sit down
and talk sense. So it's the custom
to ask a girl's guardian before askin’
her? Nice, reefined idee. 'But I guess
if ev'rybody did it there wouldn't be
a terrible lot of work for the marri-

* What in

just a kid!"™ he bhroke out.
about mar-

blazes are you ’h-a,hbiln'
ryin' for? Deax

*1 shall be twenty-two next month!™*
answered the boy proudly. I think I
am entitled to be treated-as a man.
Not a—

“Oh, all right! all right!” ' chuckled
Caleb, “T was the same way. Used to
tickle me to death at twenty to be
called ‘Old. Man." Now. I'd give five
dollars to anyone who'd call me ‘My
Boy." S0 you think I ought to treat
you ke a grown wman hey? Al
right!”

He was enjoying the scene hugely.
He liked the boy’s pluck, Fighter-like
ko wias minded to %est it to the full
As a possible husband for Desirre,
he did not give Hawarden a thought.
Ag 4 momentary means of amusement
to himself, he was willing to prolong
the Interview.

“We'll s'pose yvou're a man, then,™
he continued. “An" you want to mar-
ry my ward. Your fam'iy's as mgoon
as hers. Maybe better, as you. folks
count such things. So -much for that.
Now, what's your income? There
don't lcok like I'd made a [lace at
you! The question’s in order. Maybe
vou think money don't count in ma-
trimony? Well, it does. Respectability
ain't on the Free List. Not by a long
shot. A fam'ly costs three times as
much to keep as a chorus girl. What's
your income? Speak up!"

“f — I hardly know exacitly, ** falter-
ed Hawarden. *“*“When I was in col-

lege, my father allowed me 31500 a
vear. He still keeps it up. But as
I'm Uving at home; now, it costs me

less to get on. Then, after T finish
the law-school next year, T'll be mak-
ing a good salary myself very soon.
With Miss Shevlin to work for—"

“To put it plain," interrupted Caleb,
“You're earnin’'nothin’ just now, with
a golden outlook of earnin’ a little less
in a year or two.”

“1 have my allowance,”
Hawarden, " and—"

“We'll cut out the ‘allowance' part,”™
said <Calab. ““*That's just what your
father pays as part of his fine for
bringin’ you into the world., [He's
i'ble to get sore on you any time an’
stop playin® the alloorin’ role of Hu-
man Metal Ticket, What'll you do
then ?**

“You don't quite understand.” pro-
tested Hawarden. “In a year from
now T shall be earning my own living

protested

and shall not be dependent on my
father. There is good money in law
and —

“There is!" assented Caleb. “I've put

a lot of it there, myself, from time
to time. But blamed few lawyers
manage to get it out. The rest go to
work on street cars or—"

(To be Continuoed.)
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That’s all the time it takes
to putalasting, lustrous shine
onshoes—if youusetheworld-
famous “Nugget’’ Polish.

Just brush the shoes free
from dust and dirt, then ap-

ly a dab of

Nugget”

amount of ‘‘el-
bow grease’’in
the way of
brushing, and
behold a pair of shoes that
look like new.

““Nugget’’ not only shines
shoes better and with less
work than any polish sold,
but it makes shoes wear and
wear, and wear.

““Nugget’’ nourishes, actu-
ally feeds the leather, kceps
it soft and flexible and pre-
wvents unsightly ridges and
cracking. And still better,
““Nugget’ polished shoes are
water-proof—no damp feet
if “N t*’ is used.

The “Nugpget” Kit is a
handsome little box contain-

Two Mmutes bythe Clock

L el n

then a triﬂmg NUGGET :ﬁ?ﬁgﬁ
POLISHES
For Shoes

ing in compact form all that is
necessary to care forthe shoes
—aboxof 'Nugget,”’astrong,
durable brush, and a Selvwyt
finishing pad, 40c complete.
Gctnboxof"Nugg-et’ ora
“Nugget’”’ Kit

it of keept
well - gn:l:a
shoes.
Remember
‘““Nugget” waterproofs the
leather and doubles the Iife
of yoar shoes. Sold at good
shoe stores, drug stores, gro—
cers and dealers everywhere,
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-TURKISH BATHS--

EEEP YOU IN PERFECT HEALTH AT

HNEPAEERE, ANV A.ﬂ
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Flegant Hotel Appointmenis Unsurpassed Grill Room and Cafe

o a9 B U M EES
New Made Spring Butter, fresh from the churn
28c PER POUND

THE PEOPLE’S DAIRY,

Telephone—GEO. A. ROBER’!EDK—“'

130 State St

FINE

- BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,

102 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC MARKET
California Port or Sherry, 75 cents per gallon.
Port, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine Wine, etc.
Full quart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
Cooking Brandy, Liquors, Cordials, Ale and Lager Beer.

Free Delivery.

I1ICE

II

should be pure, wholesome, and clean beyond question.

Telephone 264-3

for the Sick Room

No

impurities or germs in our HYGIENIC ICE—the water ronr
which it is made is frozen only after being filtered and distlled

THE NAUGATUCK

HOUSATONIC AVE.
Telephone

421

—_—————————————— ; i—_
IRA GREGORY & (00, ===o™=ted 1897

VALLEY ICE CO.

PDown Town OfMce
154 FAIRFIELD AWV)

Branch Office
972

COAL

Main Office
262
Stratford Avenno_

Main Street

WAKE UP!

'STOP DREAMING : :
ABOUT THAT COAL ORDER

Prices have advanced and will soon be higher. Let vs fill your bins NOW

THE ARNOLD' COAL' COMPANY

Branch Office GEO. B. CLAR & CO.
30 Fuairfield Avenue

COAL

Telephone 481-8
A 9 ai"

and
Flour, Grain, Hay and Straw,
BERKSHIRE MILLS.

rmmmmomm
150 Housatonic Avenuse

WHOLESALS
and RETAIL

Try Sprague s Extra

BICE
COAL
WOOD

CLEAN

HIGH
GRADE

Spraguelce&CoalCo.

East End East Washington Ave. Bridge

LEHIGH COAL

Telephone 710

ABSOLUTELY
COAL GUARANTEED

SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE

just installed, and we invite customers to call at our yard

and see it in operation.

Coal is advancing in price each

month at wholesale and must soon advance at retail.

Do

NOT DELAY ORDERING =

WHEELER & HOWES,

944 MAIN ST.

Yard, East End Congress Street E

Wines and Liquors
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